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So that her beauties thorough me

Did hurt my rival-enemy.

But fate, alas I decreed it so,

That I was engine to my woe;

For as a corner'd crystal spot

My heart diaphanous was not,,                               10

But solid stuffy where her eye flings

Quick fire upon the catching strings:

Yet, as at triumphs in the night,

You see the prince's arms in light,

So when I once was set on flame,                           15

I burnt all o'er the letters of her name.

ODE

You are deceiv'd: I sooner may, dull fair,
Seat a dark Moor in Cassiopeia's Chair,
Or on the glow-worm's useless light
Bestow the watching flames of night,

Or give the rose's breath                              5

To executed death,

Ere the bright hue
Of verse to you;

It is just Heaven on beauty stamps a fame,
And we, alas! its triumphs but proclaim.                  10

What chains but are too light for me, should I
Say that Lucasta in strange arms could lie ?
Or that Castara were impure,
Or Saccharissa's faith unsure;

That Chloris' love, as hair,                          15

Embrac'd each en'my's air:
That all their good
Ran in their blood?

'Tis the same wrong th' unworthy to enthrone,
As from her proper sphere t' have Virtue thrown.       20

That strange force on the ignoble hath renown,
As aurwn fulminans it blows Vice down;

'Twere better, heavy one, to crawl

Forgot, than, raised, trod on fall: